Gustave Flaubert Letters

And then, you, you are a dear kind boy, big man that you
are, and I love you with all my heart. My head is full of
Rouen, of monuments and queer houses. All of that seen with
you strikes me doubly. But your house, your garden, your
citadel, it is like a dream and it seems to me that I am still
there.

I found Paris very small yesterday, when crossing the
bridges.

I want to start back again. I did not see you enough, you
and your surroundings; but I must rush off to the children,
who are calling and threatening me. I embrace you and I
bless you all.

G. Sand
Paris, Friday.

On going home yesterday, I found Couture to whom I said
on your behalf that his portrait of me was, according to you,
the best that anyone had made. He was not a little flattered.
I am going to hunt up an especially good copy to send you.

I forgot to get three leaves from the tulip tree, you must
send them to me in a letter, it is for something cabalistic.

XV.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Paris, 2 September, 1866

Send me back the lace shawl. My faithful porter will for-
ward it to me wherever I am, I don't know yet. If my
children want to go with me into Brittany, I shall go to fetch
them, if not I shall go on alone wherever chance leads me.
In travelling, I fear only distractions. But I take a good
deal on myself and I shall end by improving myself. You
write me a good dear letter which I kiss. Don't forget the
three leaves from the tulip tree.
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